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was received without enthusiasm; it was well enough
made, but as remote from modern China as the
morality it strove to inculcate.
Liu sighed when it was done. "This film can de-
ceive nobody," he commented. "My father is an
official like that—he would like me to complete my
examinations, and make a good marriage. When I
left the University, and came to Sian, he was very
angry—he says that I am unfilial. But how can we
build a new China when all the sons do just what their
fathers want?"
"Do you ever write to your father?" I asked him.
"No. If I go back to my family," he said bitterly,
and with a touch of real insight, "I shall become just
like the son in this film. I will go to Lanchow, with
the Tungpei men: or perhaps I may join the Red
Academy, if only I can get there. This is better than
being a small official, sitting in an office and drinking
tea."
The hotel was almost completely deserted. The
manager, a dapper little Shanghai man, very ill-at-
ease among the Northern barbarians, lived in a state
of constant alarm. If there should be any unrest
among the troops, he felt himself and his staff of
Southerners to be a very likely object of attack. A
good Kuomintang man, he made no secret of his
abhorrence of such violent methods as had been
used in the North-west in the last few weeks. Perforce
he had stayed at his post, for he had to look after the
hotel* But as soon as it was "all over," he assured me,
he would lose no time in getting a transfer back to
the big city. Life in Sian was too exciting for comfort*
The hotel was losing money; the railway was
losing money; everyone was losing money. This

